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| Or 
Jour eyes 


LTON John was walking out of 
the Dragonara Hotel, Leeds, to 
the opening night of what looks 
to be his last British tour for a long 


t IS back 


Live at Leeds, Elton John makes 
a@ triumphant start to his long- 
awaited British tour. But amid 
the sea of hysteria and clawing 
adulation a lone figure sits 
unmoved. ’Tis none other than 
our normally super-enthusiastic 
reviewer, VIVIEN GOLDMAN. 
| What’s up, Viv?... 


time. He was looking kinda grim, 
soberly dressed in a well-cut mandarin 


collar outfit, and tense as all hell. 
Outside there’s a gang of youths sporting 
lavishly embroidered jackets — ELTON IS 
KING .— all that jive. They’ve been hanging 
round in the cold for hours, waiting for the 
traditional glimpse of their idol, 

Elton walks out the door, surrounded by 
Freddie Mercury, John reid, his manager, and 
various other odds and bods. He’s just hitting 
the lino when ther’s a shout from the lads — 
“He’s over there! Run!” 

The message of that little tale is that E.J., 
stripped of the garish costumery, looks more 
like Joe Blow, John Doe, or A. N. Other than his 
fans could appreciate. That’s the Essential 
Dichotomy underlying Elt’s appeal, I decided in 
a blinding flash. His plain ol’ ordinary ol’, 
everyday ol’ niceness. 

He's dressed up like Father Christmas ys. the 
Cycle Sluts, but the boy next door (slightly 
balding for a lad, but still) lurks not too far 
beneath the surface. Elton John was nervous, in 
a bad way. 

It was his first British live show since the 
Wembley fiasco of last year, and his last before 
forsaking the concert-hall venues for stadiums 
(in my guess). Although he’s the biggest selling 
artist in the world, earns more money than all 
the Beatles put together ever did, or so they say, 
he still hasn't cracked this country open the way 
he yearns to. Sure he’s got a massive following, 
huge, but over there in the U.S. of A., he’s a 
GIANT. A teenybop idol to beat Donny 
Osmond, even. 

Allin all, it don’t take Nostradamus to guess 
that Elt was a worried man. He was gonna pull 
it, or not, 

No Sweat, old bean, you pulled it. 

Now for a brief aside. The concert, held at the 
wonderfully tiny and intimate Grand Theatre, 
left me cold. But I was just one isolated voice in a 
sea of sheer hysteria and primal, clawing, 
orgasmatic adulation. 

The audience were decked out in bowler hats 
with appropriate graffiti round ’em, scarves to 
be waved in the air like a football match, 
elaborately constructed fascimiles of the man’s 
old ZOOM glasses, top hats made out of ‘Captn. 
Fantastic’ posters, the works. 

They were real fans, overwhelmed by the fact 
that their hero was playing not one, but TWO 
WHOLE NIGHTS in Leeds — guess they 
reckoned he’d never play there again. And the 
size of the gracious old Edwardian theatre, 
jewel-box style . . . must have been like a dream 
come true. 

They knew all the lyrics, mouthing silently all 
the way through, and they were reverent. Hip to 
the fact that Elton running around on planks 
set out into the audience, shaking hands like a 
madman all the time with people in the front 
Tow, was coming on really sincere. Not a trace of 
arrogance, hipper-than-thou-ness. He’s still one 


of them. Appreciative. 
Elton stomped round the stage, wearing a 


round his knees. 


side of the stage, forever having to hold 
themselves back while Elton made swift gestures» 
of doing the splits on parallel bars, all but! 
somersaulting, ferociously egging the audience 
on to renewed heights of fervour, not that he: 
needed to. 

Perhaps it was the hint of desperation in»! 


wish I knew what it was. Extreme alienation set 
in as everyone was freaking out like crazy all 
around me, and I realised that I'd been drawing 
up laundry lists unconsciously on my note-pad . 
. . a sure sign of Not Geting Off. 

I can't help finding it surprising that Elton’s 
so cheesed-off with the music Press. I would 
have thought that his popularity is so massive 
that even the most insecure personality could © 
bask in a feeling of adoration, and hang the 
Press. Sometimes during the show, he talked 
about a music writer (not yours truly) who 
disapproved of the way he sang certain songs, 
concluding, ‘‘So arseholes to the Press and away 
we go.”” 

Right on’ Elton, that's the spirit you ought to 
have in the front of your mind the whole time. 

WHO CARES if I don’t enjoy the gig, the’ 
point is that your public did. You can stand a 
little flak, you ought to be crying all the way to 
the bank, as long as everything you release 
zooms automatically to the top of the charts, 
and it still does, notwithstanding the occasional 
flop like ‘Grow Some Funk Of Your Own’. 

The Band consisted of: James Newton- 
Howard, keyboards; Caleb Quaye, guitar; David) 
Johnson, guitar; Kenny Passarelli, bass; Ray 
Cooper, percussion; Roger Pope, drums; Ken | 
Gold, John Joyce, and Cindy Bullens were 
back-up singers. 


incisivecommentsaboutthe band, butI'dbe 

lying. They were definitely cooking, taking 

care of business with a yengeance, but the_ 
sound from where I was sitting wasn’t too hot. In 
fact, I was hard put to disentangle the general 
Guitar Sound into individuals. 

Near the end of the gig I snuck into the photo 
pit to see photographer Kate Simon and lo! 
Miraculous transformation, I could HEAR. 
They were all tuned in to one another, and Caleb 
Quaye was laying down some Hot Stuff, as per 
usual. 

The back-up singers were good, especially 
Cindy Bullens, who throughout the hour and a 
half or more set (value for money) bopped 
aggressively without ever losing step with da 
rhythum. She looks like a star. They say she’s 
forming her own band in the autumn, ought to 
be extremely interesting. Just having someone 
bopping like that, totally involved, is a great 
addition to any performance. Good on ya, 
Cindy, and we shall be watching your future 
career with considerable interest. 

Now for a selective run-through of the gig. 

Early on we had ‘Yellow Brick Road’, with the 
vocals rather weak (not that Elton’s up there on 
account of his pipes; his charisma is many times 
more effective) and his recent single, ‘Island 
Girl’. All fair enough, neither favourites of 
mine, especially the lyrics to ‘Island Girl’ which 
for some reason turn me right off. 


I "DLOVE tobe able to make lots of dramatic, 


Then, ‘Rocket Man’. Now that’s a Taupin/ 


groovily striped jacket, blue lurex plimsolls, and | } 
a giant gold banana (subtle touch) flapping id 


His security men were in a blue funk at the | 


Elton’s act that made it not work for me. I only _| 


q 


Pictures by 
KATE SIMON 


John song that stands a pretty strong chance of 
living forever. As with all their numbers, the 
secret all lies in the hook, but ‘Rocket Man’ has 
more going for it than that. It's genuinely 
poignant, plangent, right from intro. The 
tear-jerking lyrics don’t jar, because the 
melody has a rich vein of uninhibited emotion 
running right throughit. It’s a winner, a classic. 
So that was fun. Perked me up no end. Someone 
up there was sounding just like Keith Richard, 
but I wouldn’t venture who. 

E.J. was taking regular hits from a 
champagne bottle, and moving’/groovin’ round 
the stage. Even by that stage of the gig, it was 
obvious that he’d turned the tiny theatre into a 
living-room. He's great with the audience, 
making ever so English-sounding jokes all the 
way through, asides about football results and 
that kind of thing. There was one gag about the 
band being loose tonight — “‘That’s because we 
all had a curry on the way up.” 

In my notes I spot around this time a jotting 
saying ‘interminably boring rock licks’, but it’s 
essential to bear in mind that that’s nothing to 
do with the atmosphere of the concert, just a 
private opinion. I don’t know which number it 
applies to, either, but it’s the way I felt at the 
time. 

Next track I've written down is ‘Benny And 
The Jets’. Ah’ an excellent song again. It’s 
driving-forward thrust couldn’t really go wrong, 
and it went down a storm. For me, the whole 
point of ‘Benny’ is that line where Elt screams 
“y'know I read it in a magazine’’, with that 
insane soaring out of the blue. That's great, 
good enough for an Eno song (Now THAT shows 
you where my heads at!). 

Next up was a jolly touch of demistification, 
the kind of thing that made it patently obvious 
that E.J. is a helluva good bloke. He was 
announcing ‘Love Lies Bleeding’, and said that 
they needed some special taped effects for the 
intro, ‘“‘so we'll all sit back here and pick our 
noses. . .”” Now that's delightful, with his 
determinedly plebeian delivery. It all worked 
out very well. 

Next up — ‘Don’t Let The Sun Go Down On 
Me’, which is an excellent song. In fact, it’s like 
a good soul song, and would really come into its 
own with a great wailing singer. 

Andon we go, to a Bernie Taupin song, ‘Dixie 
Lily’, very English, very boring, it says in my 
notes. I can't think of anything that will expand 
that further. ‘Reborn’ (I think it’s called that) 
took off well, swinging chorus getting everybody 
moving in unison while Elt leapt on and off the 


‘lurex-candy-striped piano wisth messianic 
fervour. 

“Now for a song by Lennon and McCartney, 
who I think are the only song-writers of any 
substance in the last thirty years . . .” 

Whew, I saw red! If you ever care to take a 
gander at my trusty spiral bound notebook, 
you'll find a barely legible scrawled list of the 
first ‘song-writers of substance’ that popped into 
my fevered brain — idle scribblers like 
Goffin/King, Chuck Berry, Holland-Dozier- 
Holland, Ashford and Simpson, Sam Dees, 
Bobby Womack, Bacharach and David, Stevie 
Winwood, Jagger/Richard, Jackson Browne, 
and come to that there’s Elton John and Bernie 
Taupin, who've knocked out a couple of good 
toons in their time. And that’s just off the top of 
my head. I'm not trying to pick holes on a 
chance statement, but E.J. did shout it out with 
such fervour it sounded like he meant it. 

The next page in my pad consists of the lyrics 
to ‘A Woman's Gotta Have It’, by Bobby 
Womack, written with an elegant flourish that 
amazes me in the cold light of day. Compared to 
the gut-wrenching, body-moving, soul-shaking, 
liver-quivering, sensual, joyful and rockin’ 
Womacksong, the Beatles tuneE.J. proceeded to 
perform (yup,you guessed it,‘Lucy In The Sky 
With Diamonds’) sounds like the Bay City 
Rollers on an off night. 


and a whole bunch of other stuff too, and 

every element is as important as every 

other element in my book, buy nobody 

can tell me that Lennon/McCartney are more 

substantial songwriters than Johnny Guitar 

Watson or the utterly fabulous Andy Pratt. And 

what about Swamp Dogg? (What about Swamp 

Dogg anyway? — Ed). And we haven't even 

touched on Joni Mitchell, or reggae . . . awww, 

forget it. But that was the instant the gig really 

got me aroused, even if it was with righteous 
indignation. 

That’s damning with faint praise, n'est ce pas? 


T HERE'S truth in music, then there’s fun 


While I was thinking these evil, anti-social 
thoughts, everybody around me was going 
insane at the band’s spirited rendition of the 
well-known evergreen etecetera. It’s a good 
song. They did it well. 

‘Heights of orgasmic ecstasy’ I've got in my 
pad, to describe what was going on around me. 
The nice chap next to me was practically in 
tears. Red Cross Nurses were wandering 
watchfully round to salvage anyone who'd 
O.D'd on E.J. No casualties that I saw. 

And on we move, in this dynamic re-creation 
of Elt’s opening set. 


‘Captain Fantastic and the Brown Dirt 
Cowboy’, which Reg extremely wittily quipped 
was inspired by Ann Shelton and Alma Cogan. I 
chuckled no end, but dead silence from everyone 
else. Gad, but I feel old sometimes. How Elton 
felt I can’t imagine (hopefully he didn't notice). 

I know how I felt during ‘Someone Saved My 
Life Tonight’, though. If I had to give a prize to 
the most offensive lyrics of all time, this one 
would stand a good chance. Forget Frank 

Zappa, forget the Albertos, this ardent 
chronicle of ego and insensitivity takes the 
chocolate digestive biscuit beaten only by the 
obnoxious ‘Candle In The Wind’. All that 
about people having their hooks in people — it 
takes two to tango is one of the truest clichés 
ever. ‘Butterflies are free to fly’ — yuk. Shame, 
because it’s a tremendous song, if you can blot 
out the lyrics. 

‘Philadelphia Freedom’, which he was funny 
about. He really is an entertaining chap, gonna 
makea great actor someday. I don’t think it’s one 
of their finest, but the nice chap next to me 
(thanks for the champers, bud)turned to me, 
positively transfigured with elation. Glowing. 
Made me quite jealous, I hate to miss out on that 
kind of music-induced inspiration. 

The concert is drawing to a close, and I can 
honestly say that, me excepted, I’ve never seen a 
more satisfied audience. All Elton’s intense 
physical and mental activity (that sheen on his 
face was more than a gentle glow) his extrovert 
enthusiasm, had all paid off. He’s a people’s 
artist, and the people genuinely love him. 

‘We All Fall In Love’ builds up to a great 
climax for everyone concerned (me too) and for 
encores we got a rip-roaring ‘Saturday Night's 
Alright For Fighting’ and ‘Pinball Wizard’. 
Hilarity and general radiance hovered over the 
theatre. 

The vegetables suspended round Elton’s neck 
(“Bet nobody in the audience has a bigger 
banana than me!’’) grew more bizarre with each 
return to the stage — carrots, goldencorncobs . . 
. the piano-shape glasses were a gas. 

So. 

Here we are at the end of a triumphant 
opening gig for Elton John. I hope he went away 
a happier man than he came in; he’d be foolish if 
he didn’t. 

I was full of interesting questions I was 
longing to ask him — none of the usual old tat — 
but he proved elusive as that darned butterfly 
that’s free to fly, nipping off to dine with Don 
Revie, who I'm reliably informed is some big 
footers wallah. I'd have done exactly the same if 
I'd have been him. Just in case you ever see this, 
E.J. it would be fun to talk to you. I've got a lot of 
admiration for ya,even if I didn’t enjoy the show 
like I wanted to. 


Keep on rockin’. 
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Rocket man 
Says 
goodbye 

to DJM | 


The new EJ album 
reviewed by Susanne 
Garrett 


ELTON JOHN: ‘Here and There’ 
(DJM DILPH 473) 54 mins.* 


HERE and there it certainly is. Even 
the staunchest Eltonophile must 
admit that this nostalgia-ridden, 
pressing of two 1974 concerts (one a 
side) isn’t the most essential album 
ever. DJM recorded it long before Elt 
zoomed over to the Rocket label and 
have just released it to coincide with 
his current tour — maybe hoping that 
if you’ve seen one gig you wish you’d 
seen them all. 

Side one, a restrained and frozen 
set played “‘here” at the Royal 
Festival Hall Invalid Society benefit in 
the presence of HRH Princess 
Margaret and other notables could 
have been left out altogether — 
without loss. 

Elton, conscious of his up-market 
audience and afraid to let rip, runs 
through five songs from the first 
album through to ‘Dont’t Shoot Me 
I’m Only The Piano Player’ (in- 
cluding ‘Border Song’, ‘Honky Cat’ 
and ‘crocodile Rock) without en- 
thusiasm. And any life that this 
concert might have had is effectively 
killed-off somewhere between the 
Royal Festival Hall and the recording 
studio. 

OK — most albums have a certain 
amount of filler — but a whole side of 
it seems to be taking the concept too 

‘ar. 

Meanwhile, back over “there” on 
Side Two, things are starting to 
happen at Madison Square Gardens in 
New York. The recording is still as 
ethnic and raw as they come, with 
liberal smatterings of feedback and a 
shuffling screaming audience in full 
throttle — but people are actually 
breathing, and, somewhere under the 
mixing and editing, something of the 
one-time life of the concert struggles 
through. 3 

All in all, the general reproduction 
quality does our Elt more harm than 
good — and all the tracks (‘Funeral 
For A Friend’, ‘Love Lies Bleeding’, 

~ ‘Rocket Man’, ‘Bennie & The Jets’) 
are available elsewhere anyway. 

But, those of us who weren’t 
fortunate enough to see Elton and the 
other boys in the band boogie through 
a dynamic and together set from the 
lilting instrumental of ‘Funeral For A 
Friend’ to the resounding finale of 
‘Take Me To The Pilot’ can listen to 

‘this dwarfed recording with envy and 
wonder exactly what it was we missed 
back in 1974, 

Don’t shoot Elton John, he’s only 
the piano player. — SUSANNE 
GARRETT 


This chart-bound maxi-single from Dolly Parton 
is going to bea sell-out. Have you got your copy yet? 


RCA 2675 


res 


Records and Tapes 


